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BLUE BEARD: 
4 : | ot 
FEMALE CURIOSITY!: 
MACE: I 
SCENE * 


— 


4 Turk iſh 7 Hlage—4 9 mountainous 
Country beyond it. 


SELIM is diſcovered under FY MA Window, to which © 
a Ladder of Silken Ropes is faſtened. 


ö . ey 


+ - DUET.—$£11M AND FATIMA, - 


SE LIM. 


ö f 1 gli umers o' er the Leeb: 
q | Fatima] Fatima] wakeſt thou, dear . 
Grey- eyed morn begins to peep : 
Fatima! Fatima! Selim's lere! 
Here are true · love s cords attachin 
To your window. —Lift ! bift ! 
(Fatima opens the Window.) 
Fati. Deareſt Selim! I ve been watching ; 
| Yes, I ſee the /ilken twiſt. 
©  Sel., Down, down, down, down ! 
Down cha * gently trip 1 


= | „ b 


4 


4 BLUE BEARD. 


> N pat, pit a pat, —haſte the; dear ! 
Fati. O! Im ſure my foot will ſlip! f 
(With one foot out of the Window.) 
Sel. Fatima ! 
Fati. Well Selim? 
Sel. Do not fear ! 


(She gets upon the Ladder—they keep time in fi inging ts 
her ſteps as ſhe deſcends ; towards the end of the laſt 
line ſhe reaches the ground and they embrace.) 


Both. Fit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat, 
Pit a pat, pit a pat pat, pat, pat. 


(As they embrace, magie puts his head out from the 
door of the Houſe.) 


Pra. Ah, Traitreſs Have I caught you! (comes 
forward) Attempt to run away with a Man ?—and, 
not only with a Man, but a Trooper !—One of the 
Spahis— Wicked Fatyna !—Much as Mahomet's brood 
muſt have increaſed, there isn't one turtle in all our 
Prophet's pigeon- _houle, that would*nt be ready to pick 
at you. In, —in, and repent ! (pu/hes her into the houſe. 
. Sel. Hear, me, Ibrahim! 
Ibra. I won't hear vou, as I'm 3 a Muſſultnan ! 
Sel. Credit me to ſuppoſe tha. 
Pra. I won't credit any ies. as I'm a True Be- 
liever ! - 
Sel. Did not you promiſe her to me in marriage? — 
Jr. Um ?—Why, I did ſay ſomething like getting a 
Licence from the Cadi. 1 
Sel. And what has made you break our word? ; 
Ibra. A better bridegroom for my daughter. I 
Sel. Why better than I? p 
bra. He's richer, —You have your merite-—but he's f 
a Baſhaw, with Three Tails. „ 
Sel. Does that make him more deſerving? _ 
Ira. To be ſure it does, all the world over. Throw 
Riches and Power into the ſcale, and ſimple Merit ſoon 
kicks the beam No to cut the matter ſhort - you're 
a very pretty trooper; ſo troop off; for Abomelique— 
the great Abomelique, comes, this ve fe to carry my 
daughter to his magnificent caftle, and e pouſe her. 


N A) 61. 


* 


BLUE BEA Ao. 5 


Sel, Abomelique!—The peſt of all the neighbouring 
country. 

Ibra. Yes—he's by far the beſt of all the neighbouring c 
country. 

Sel. Who deals, as all around declare, in ſpells and 

magic. 

Ibra. Aye you can't ſay of him as they do of many 
great folks, that he's no conjuror. 

Sel. And you think this man calculated to make a 
good uſband to Fatima? | 

Tbra. .  ->© 

Sel. Better than I ? 

Jbra. Um —comparatively. 

Sel. And you now look upon me with contempt 3: 

Ibra. Superlatively—l do, by the Temple of Mecca! 

Sel. Now, by my injuries, old man !—but I curb my 
juſt reſentment ;—you are the father of my. Fatima j—= 
but for my rival | 
Ibra. He is able enough to maintain his own cauſe, 

Sel. Oh! he thall rue the day when, ſerpent like, he 
ſtung me.—Yes, Abomelique !—fpite of thy wealth and 
power—tiiy myftic ipells and helliſh i ineantations—a ol 
dier's * ſhall * ſue thee. | 


0 ARTETTO. 
SBLIM Issa M.—FATIMA—AND IAE. 


del. Ruthleſs tyrant ! dread my force! 
| A ſoldier's ſabre hangs o'er thee! 

Thou ſoon ſhait fall a headleſs Vago : 
5 Who now would tear my love from mne. 
f Ibra. How prettily, now, he rails! a 
J But *i13n't fa eaſily done as ſaid | 
F ." ſmite-a Bujhaw, aud cut M the head. 
| 5 Of u- man oho has got three tails. 


* 


(Fatima and Irene come from the Houſe, and kneel to 
Ibrahim.) 


— 


; 1 Turn, 7 tur u, iny father ! turn thee hither! | 
Fete MM daughter <would thy pity move ! ; 


Ire. Why doom the opening * to either ? 
Both, ” by blight the * ud of love 5 


A 3 Ibra. 


"Bp ; BLUE BEARD. 


Ibra. JO! how teazing ! | 
Sel. [ O ! how tryin !0! Js vexing 
Fati. * the fears which © Fathers © | 
4 Lovers [ rode. 
| Daughters 
How Arch ng! how perplexing 
Are the cares that wait on love! 
Ire. & Fati. Hear me] hear me! / 
Ibra. TI not bear thee ! 
Ire. & Fati. Can you now our ſuit refuſe ? 8 
Cheer me ! you alone can cheer me 
11 @ evretched daughter ſues. 
Ibra. ; Fae filly daughter ſues, _ 
All. o Hin ! Oh! how * Sc. 


176. Dear! how can you think of marrying my ſiſter : 


to this baſhaw ? 


Jbra. And pray, good miſtreſs Irene, with all the ſub- 


miſſion of a dutitul father, may 1 crave to know your 
| objections ? 

Ire. Why, in the firſt place, FIR father, he bas 2 
Blue Beard. 

bra. And who, in the name of all the devils, ade 
you a judge of beards ? 

Ire. Well, I do think it was ſent as a puniſhment to 
him, on account of all his unfortunate wives. 


Tora, Ha! now, under favour, L do think that a man's 


wives are pu. iſninent enough in themſelves. Praiſed be 


the wholeſome law of Mahomet that ſtinted a Turk to 


only four at a time! 
Ire. The baſhaw never had more ian four at a time; 


and 'tis whiſpered that he beheaded the poor fouls one 


after an ther: for in ſpight of his power there is no 
preventing talking. 

Ira. That's true, indeed and, if cutting off wo- 
men's heads won'tprevent talking, 1 know of no method 
2 to proſper !—But I'll make You ſilent, n 

pend on't.— No more of this prate! 

Ire, I have done, father! 

Ibra. Prepare to take up your abode with your ſiſter, 
at the caſtle. _ 

Tre. O, I am very, very glad I am to be wh her! 
Are not you, Fatima * | 
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ug BEARD. Wo 


| Fat. I am indeed, Itene. A loved fiſter's preſence 


| will be a conſolation to me in my miſeries. 


bra. Perhaps I may contrive to go with you, too.— 
If I could bring it about, I ſhould dwell there in all the 


reſpe& due to a relation of the N Abomelique. Let 


me once get footing in old Three-Tails* caftle, and I'll 
tickle up the ſlaves for a great man's father-in-law, I'll 
warrant me !—Hark !—I hear him on the march over 
the mountain ;—and here are all our neighbours, pouring 


out of their houſes, to ſee the proceſſion. 


(The Sun riſes gradually.—A March is heard at a great 


diltance.—ABOMELIQUE,-and a magnificent Train, 
appear at the top of the - mountain.——They deſcend 
through a winding path: —ſometimes they are loſt to 
the ſight, to mark the irregularities of the road, The 
Muſic grows ſtronger as they approach.—At length, 
ABOMELIQUE's Train range themſelves on each fide 
of the Stage, and ſing the Chorus, as he marches down _ 
through their ranks.—The Villagers come from their 
 Houles.) : wh 


. 


8 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Mark bis approach auith thunder ! Strike on the trembling * 


ſpheres ! 
With mariial craſh, 
_ The cymbals claſh; | 
Ji the Baſhaw appecus. 


War in his eye-ball gliftens ! Slave of his bp is law , 


Our life and deat 
Hang on his breath . 
Hail to the great Baſhaww ! 


} 


Abom. Now, Ibrahim; I come to claim my bride—the 
lovely Fatima. To take this vill ob. 


age roſe from the ob- 


ſcure and lowly ſhade, and place her in a warm ſoil, 


| ry, and a little too bJd, perhaps, to be moved: but to 


where the full ſun of wealth ſhall ſhine upon her, and 
add a richer glow to the ſweet bluſh of beauty. 
; | Ibra. Moſt puiflant Baſhaw ! I am proud that any twig 


of mine is thought worthy of a place in your ſhrubbery.— 
Irene, as you deſired, ſhall go with Fatima, as companion. 
For myſelf, mighty Sir, I am a tough ſtick, fomewhat 


* 


ſay 


8 BLUE BEARD. | 


fay the truth, ſince you are going to take off my ſuckers, 
if I] were to be tranſplanted along with them, I think I 
ſhould thrive. 

Abom.” It ſhall be order'd ſo, 

Ira. Shall it Then, if I don't make a ſhift to flou- 
riſh, cut me down, and make fire-wood of me. | 
Abom. Be ſatisfied—vou fhall along with us. There 
ſhall not be one countenance on which my power and this 
day's feſtival does not impreſs a [mile.. 

Sel. That's falſe, by Mahomet ! 

Abom. How now !— Who dares utter that? 

Ihbra. Huſh! (Stopping Selim's mouth.) —He's nobody 
—only a poor mad trooper. — Lou may know he's a 
trooper by his ſwearing.— Beneath your — 75 notice. 

Abom. What prompts him to this boldneſs? 

Sel. Injury Vou have baſely wronged me. 

Abom. Raſh fool !—know my power, and . it. 

Sel. When power is reſpected, its baſis muſt be juſtice. - 

» Tis then an edifice that gives the humble ſhelter and — 
they reverence it: - But tis a hated ſhallow fabric that | 
rears itlelf upon oppreſſion :—the breath of the diſcon- 
tented ſwells into a gale around it, till it totters. | 

Abom. Speak —how are you aggrieved ? - 

Fati. Let me inform him. 

Ibra. O, plague !—Hold your tongyel. A woman 
always makes bad worſe. 

Abom. Proceed, ſweet Fatima! 

Fati. I was poor, and happy—for my wiſhes were 

| lowly as my ftate. «—Content and peace dwelt in our cot- 
tage ;—nor were theſe miling inmates ruffled, when love. 
ſtole in, and found a ſhelter in my boſom. My father N 
placed my hand in this young ſoldier's, and taught me — 
that our fortunes ſhould be united. Poor Selim's ſoul 
ſpoke 1 in his eyes, and mine replied, (for true love's e es 

are eloquent) that thro? my life I wiſhed no other protector » 
than a brave you h, whole lot, being humble like my 
own, the more endeared him to me. Our hopes and joys 
were ripening daily: You. came—and all are, blighted! 
(falls in Selim's arms.) 

Abm. Tear them aſunder,—Inſulted | and by a flave 


that 


( SELIM offers to draw, and is refrained by. Au- 
| LIQUE's 4 ' Attendants. ) 3 


T hou 


*. 


* 
4 


| Selim and 


BLUE BEARD: | | Ye 


Thou art benen my notice. Vou, Fatima, muſt to the 


caſtle.— Prepare the palanquin ! (io the Attendants). We 
are advanced too far, lady — we cannot now recede. 


| (A ne Palanquin i is brought! in, drawn by black 


a Slaves. ). 


- 


GRAND CHORUS. | 


Advance! / | Coe: 
See us the bride attending! 9 
Echo ſhall not the chaunt pr olg. 
Tora with a luſiy Turkiſh ſon g. 
While the flar of the world is ofcendinge.. 1 


| (Atourtzgot leads FATIMA towards the Palanquin,) 


Hark to the drum !_ 
Come, comrades, come! 


Time will not brgok delaying. 


(AsoN % forces FA TIA into the Palanquit, whe 


tr uggles. 3 
See fhe re/ 11 — ber pan note! BY 
Fatima. 9 "ar Ms fk on whom 1 doat! 


(Apouriiqus dravs his Sabre—all the Slaves draw.) 


Sabres are gleami ing round the throat. 

; Of beauty diſobexing.. po 

[Exeunt, deeraing off FATIMA» IRENE is ſeated with 
her in 108 W 


SCENE 1. 
A Hall in Abomelique „en. 


Enter Bx DA, (with a Guittar.) 


Beda. Where can he be loitering ſo long! — Sha- 
eabac Poor melancholy fool! he's in ſome dark * 
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Never mention the Blue Chamber again! 


10 pur BPARD. 


of the caſtle, now-—moping and ſighing as uſual—This is | 
the hour he ſhould come to take his daily lefſon with me 
on the guittar. Muſic is the only thing that makes him 


merry Why, Schaeabac! 
Enter SuacABAc, (with a Guittar.) 


Shac. Here I am, Beda! 


Beda. Why, where have you been all this time, Sha-- 


cabac ? 


Sac. Getting all in readineſs for the Baſhaw's return 
with his intended bride.— They Tſar ſhe's very handſome. . 


Poor ſoul! I pity her. (half aſide.) 


Beda. Pity a woman becauſe ſhe 1s 2” JEM Pray, 


then, keep out of my way, for I don't like to be pitied. 


Shac. Did I ſay, pity ?—Oh, no! I did'nt intend * 


—Heigho. 
Beda. Now what can you be Gobin for ? 
Sha. That wasn't fighing.—TI'm Ti 
camel—a little ſhort winded, that's all. 


Beda. I am ſure, Shacabac, you ought to bs the hap- 
Pieſt creature in the caſtle the Baſhaw loads you with 


favours. 
S hac. O, very 3 indeed !—TI don't diſpute that. 


Beda. Vou are his chief attendant; and he honors you 
with more employment than all the other ſlaves put to- 


gether. 


to deny it. 


Beda. And every body thinks that he truſts you with 
all his ſecrets. 


Sac. (Alarmed) No- Do they think that? 


Beda. Ves; and, to ſay truth, you keep them lock'd | 


up as cloſe 


Shac. (flarting ) Lock'd up !—-how !—why, Jou · — gs 


where ſhould I keep them lock'd up ? 
Beda. In your breaſt, to be ſure. 
Shac. Oh — 
any but to think that a-Baſhaw- would tell his ſecrets 
to a flave !—nonſenſe! : 


Beda. Nay, it isn't for nothing he takes. you to talk 
with him, in private, in the Blue Chamber. 


 Shac. (very earneſtly) Don't mention that, Beda 


ike our old blind wh 


Shac. Works me like a mule—it would be ungrateful 


Yes—yes: That is, if he truſts me with 


Beda. 


BLUE BEARD. 11 


Beda. Why, what harm is there in the Blue Chamber? 
SAac. None in the world hut you know I'm fullzof 
melancholy fancies :—and I never go into that Blue 


Chamber that I don't feel as if I were tormented with 
Devils. 5 


Beda. Mercy !- What Devils, Shacabac ? | 

Shac. (reco verine himſelf and ſmiling) Only Blue De- 
'vils, Beda !—Nothing more. : Come—hang ſorrow !— 
Let's ſtrike up a tuneon the guittar. 


Beda. Aye, tnat makes you merry at the worſt of 
times. 


Shac, That it does, Beda. | 


DUET. 
| SHACABAC AND BRDA. 
| SHAc. 1 
Yes, Beda—T his, Beda, when I melancholy grow, 
This tinking beart finkiag ſoon can drive away. 


. 


BEDA. 35 
When hearing ſounds cheering, then we blythe and jolly 
grow; _- | | 
How do you, while to you, Shacabac, I play? 
Tink, tinka, tinka, tink—the ſweet guittar ſhall cheer you. 
Clink, clinka, clinka, clink—ſo gaily let us fing ! ; 
SHAC. | 
Tink, tinka, tinka, tink—a pleaſure tis to hear ou, 
While, neatly, you ſweetly, fweetly touch the ſtri ug! 


Born. 
Tink, tinka, Cc. 
Once fighing, fick, dying, ſorrow hanging over ne, 
; Faint, weary, ſad, dreary, on the ground | lay; 
| There moaning, deep groaning, Beda did diſcover ne.. 


Strains ſoothing, care ſmoothing, I began to p. 


| uk, d 
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wn 


i BLUE BEARD. | 


. = ' Abom. To the Blue Chamber. 


Tink, tiaka, tinka, TIT TT wert guittar could cheer you 2 
Chak, cliuła, clinka, clink, ſo gaily did I ing? 

Tink, tinka, tinka, tink—a pleaſure *twas to hear you, 
Wile, neatly, you fweetly, ſweetly ouch d the firing ! 


Born. 
Tink, tiaka, &. 


(4 Horn ſounded without.) 


Shac. Hark be horn ſounds at the caſtle gate, 
The Baſhaw is return d. | a | 
Beda. And brings his bride with him. I long to ſee 


| her! I muſt Join the reſt of the ſlaves preſently. You 


know, Shacabac, we are all to kneel, and cry «© May ſhe 
live long and happy!“ 


hac. Heaven ſend ſhe may !-—Huth! the Baſhaw ! - 
Enter ABOMELIQUE. | 


7 


Abom. Oh, you are here, | 
Shac. To obey your pleaſure. Your ſlave humbly 


_ truſts that, in preparing for our new miſtreſs, nothing has 


been neglected. SST) wy | 
Abom. 1 commend. your care ;—and while the lovely 

Fatima is n her apartments, I have employment 

for you. You muſt attend me. 8 
Shac. Whither, mighty Sir? 

Shac. To the Blue Cha (arops the guittar.) 
Abom. What ails the driveller Wo 
Shac. No——nothing—nothing—that terrible ſound 

ſets me a-ſhivering! (half aſide.) | 

© Abom. What ſay you:; 

Shac. I ſay the guittar fell to the ground, and I was 
afraid of its ſhivering. TR, = 

Abom. Attend me. | 

Shac. I follow. | I | 

PE (Exit Abomelique, followed by Shacabac. ) 


Beda. Poor Shacabac! what can be the - matter with 


him !—Perhaps he has been crofſed in love—and now I 


+ <4 4 


* 


— 


BLUE BEARD. | 13 


N one tender thing to me Ah le ve, love -I never ſhall 
} forget my poor, dear, loſt Caſſib. 


5; SONG. 25 


His ſparkling eyes were black as jet; 
Chica, chica, chica, cho. 
ve | Can I my lovely Turk forget? 
| _ h Oh! never, never, never, no 
Did he not watch *till might did fall, 
And ſail in filence on the ſea ; 
Did tt not climb our ſea-girt wall, 
Jo talk ſo lowingly to me- © 
O his ſparkling eyes, &c. 


Y His lips were of the coral hue, 48 
= His teeth of ivory ſo white; | 
2, But he was hurried from my view, - 
Who gave to me ſo much delight! 
And, why ſhould tender lovers part ! 
And why ſhould fathers cruel be ! 
Why bid me baniſh from my heart 
A heart ſo full of lowe for me! 
- -O! bis ſparkhng eyes, Sc. 
: | x = [Exit * 


— —— 


SCENE III. 
5 A zlue Apartment. ag 


A winding Stair-caſe on one fide.—A large Door in the 
middle of the flat—Over the door, a Picture of Abo- 
melique kneeling in amorous ſupplication to a beauti- 

ful woman.—Other Pictures and Devices, on ſubjects 
of love, decorate the apartment. | 


 * The dialogue of this ſcene has undergone ſome alter- 
ation fince it was firſt repreſented: by which means the 
blue apartment is not ſhown till the ſecond add. The Au- 
thor, however, prefers printing it as it was originally 


2 


B AzOMuE- 


24 BLUE BEARD. 


— 


. ABOMELIQUE and SHACABAC deſcend the Starr. 
(SHACABAC in apparent terror.) 


„Abom. Vou know my purpoſe. 
Sac. I gueſs it. 
Abom. Why do you tremble? 
Shac. The air of the apartment chills me :—and the 
buſineſs we are going upon is, not the beſt to inſpire cou- 
rage. | | 
* Foot !— When this myſterious portal ſhall be 
open'd, what haſt thou to dread ? 
Shac. Oh, nothing at all. The inhabitants of the in- 
. ner apartment might terrif, a man, of tender nerves; but 
what are they to m2 ?—Only a few flying phantoms, 
meeted ſpectres, ſkipping ſkeletons, and grinning ghoſts 
at their gambols ;—and as to thoſe who once had the 
honor to be your wives—poor ſouls !—they are harmleſs 
enough, now, whatever they might have been formerly. 
Abom. * Twas to prevent the harm with which their 
conduct threaten'd me, that they have ſuffer'd. Their 
Frimes were on their heads. | | 
Shac. Then their .crimes were as clearly taken off 
their ſhoulders as ſcymetar could carry .them.—That 
curioſity ſhould coſt ſosmuch If all women were to for- 
feit their heads, for being. inquiſitive, what a number of 
ſweet, pretty female faces we ſhould loſe. in the world! 
Abom. Such puniſhment might outrun even Twkiſh 
Juſtice—but in me, tis prudence, ſelf-preſervation Vou 
are not ignorant of the prediction 8 
Sac. That it is your fate to marry, and your life 
will be endangered by the. Curioſity of the woman whom 
you eſpouſe. . | 
Abom. Thou haſt the ſecret. Dare not to breathe it, 


. 


. Ot- 


% 


Shac. Don't look ſo terrible then—for if you ſcare 
away my ſenſes, who knows but the ſecret may pop out 
along with them. . | 
Abom. Well, I know thou dareft not utter it. The 
my ſtic ceremonies in which, from mere neceſſity, J have 
employed thee—-thou weak and unapt agent—bear in 
them a ſupernatural force, fettering thy tongue in ſilence. 
(Gives him a Key decorated with jewels) Take the key; 
apply it to the door. A CE | 
a 12 Slac. 


BLUE BEAR D. | 15 


Sac. Yes, I— but 1 was always from a boy the mereſt 
| bongler at a lock that—— | 
i Abom. Daſtard !—Thou kngw'(t how readily *twill open. 
; | Shac. But muſt I once more open it to 
Abom. Be ſpeedy! This taliſman muſt, ere my mar- 
riage rites are ſolemnized, be placed within the tomb of 
thoſe whoſe raſhneſs has laid them cold beneath the icy 
hand of death. | | „ 
Shac. Mercy on us —I know not for the icy hand of 
Death :—but if Fear would do me the favour to keep his 
chilly paws off me, I ſhould be much warmer than I-am- 
at preſent. — a | 9 8 4 
Abom. No dallying. 
Shac, I obey— 


(Su aeABAC puts the Key into the Lock — the Door ina 


3 h ſtantly ſinks, with-a tremendous craſh; and the Blue 
= Chamber appears ſtreaked with vivid ſtreams of Blood. 
7 The Figures in the picture, over the door, change their 


poſition, and ABOMELIQUE is repreſented in the ac- 
tion of beheading the Beauty- he was befo.e ſupplicat - 
ing: the Pictures and Devices of Love change to ſub- 
jects of Horror and Death. — The interior apartment. 
(which the ſinking of the door diſcovers, ) exhibits vari- 
ous Tombs, in a ſepulchral building—in the midſt of 
- which ghaſtly and ſupernatural Forms are feen —ſome 
in motion, ſome fix d—In the centre, is a large Skele- 
ton ſeated'on a tomb, with a Dart in his hand, and 


N 8 over his head, in characters of blood is written 

JF _ « THE PUNISHMENT OF-CURIOSITY.” 
Abom. Thou ſeeſt yon fleſhleſs form. . 5 
; Mg 4 ; (Poi ting to the ſkeleton.) 
: Shac. O, yes !—and my own fleſh crawls whenever I 


look upon him. (giving Abomelique the key.) 
Abom. Henceforward he mult be my deſtiny, —Dzmon 
of blood! (addreſſing the ſteleton)—Death*'s courier 
wheſe ſport it is to ſound war's clarion —to whet the 
knife of ſuicide ! to lead the hired murderer to the fleep- 
ing babe; and, with a ghaſtly ſmile of triumph, to re- 
HR the ſlaughter'd who prematurely drop in nature's 
charnel- houſe ;—here, here have I ou thee -A pri- 
ſoner to my art here — to circumſcribe thy general pur- 
ſes, for my particular good twelve winters kave L- 

| pt. thee.! | | | a 

. 3 » op Shae. 
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Shac. Have you ! Allah preſerve us but I muſt fay 
that, conſidering the time, he looks ſo lean that he does 
kis keeper no credit. 

Abom. Approach him with reſp ect. 

Sbac. Who, I?—T'd rather — at a reſpectful dif- 
tance. 

Abom. Take this taliſman. - 

Shac. Tis a dagger. 

Abom. Tis a charm'd one. While it remains beneath 
the foot of that ſame ghaſtly form, I am free from mortal 
power,—Another hand than mine muſt place it there.— 
'Thou muſt perform the office. 

(Gies him the Taliſman.) 

Shac. Muſt I !—well—TI—(approaching the figure). O, 
Mahomet If ever I get away ſafe from this gentleman 
who has jumped out of his ſkin, I ſhall 3 * out of my 

own for j Joy — 


(su ac a BA lays the 8 at the foot of the Skeleton. 
Alt thunders and lightens violently. The Inſcription - 
over the ſkeleton's head changes to the following 


«© THIS SEPULCHRE SHALL INCLOSE HER WHO MAY 
ENDANGER THE LIFE OF ABOMELIQUE.” 


'Fhe Skeleton raiſes his arm which holds the dart ; 

then lets his arm fall again. SHacaBae ſtaggers 
from the ſepulchre into the Blue Chamber, and falls 
on his face; when the Door, inſtantly riſing, cloſes the 
interior building. The ſtreaks of Blood vaniſh from 
the walls of the Blue Chamber, and ABoMELIQUE's 

Picture, with the other Pictures and Devices, reſume 
their or iginal appearauce.) 


Abom. It omens proſperouſly !—* This Scoulcbre ſhall 
incloſe Her who may endanger the Life of Abomelique” 
— Her death then is the penalty of her raſhneſs. May 
Fatima be prudent, and avoid it,—Rouſe thee, dull 
A fool! ! Thy taſk is ended: ariſe, and follow me hence. 

Shac, That I will, if my legs have power to carry me. 

(getting up. 5 

) Abom. Hark —1 hear a foot in yonder gallery ;— 

Aſcend the ſtairs with me, in en will 
coſt thy life. | | 

. fl | Shac. 
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Shac.- Then J am ſure you muſt pull out my teeth, for 
they chatter in ſpite of me. (Abomdique makes a ſign to 
bim to follow) I attend! - vx 

' (They afcend the flair-cafe, and the ſcene cloſes.); 


SCENE IV. 
An Apartment in the Caſtle. 


Enter FATIMA and IRENE. : 


Ire. Prythee, deareſt ſiſter, take comfort. 3 
Fati. Where ſhall I find it?: — Torn from the man T- 
love, and forced into the arms of one whom I, and ali 
around, deteſt - where ſhould I look for comfort! My 
waking thoughts are torments; and, ſince this marriage 
was propoſed, my very dreams have foreboded miſery. 
SONGS. 
While, penſive, 1 thought on my love, 
The moon, on the mountain, was bright; -. 
And Philomel, down in the grove, ag 
Broke, ſweetly, the filence of. night. 
O, I wiſb'd that the tear-drop would flow !' 
But 1 Felt too much anguiſh to weep ; 
Till, worn with the weight of my woe, 8 
I ſunk on my pillow to ſſeeß. | pts 
 Methought that my love, as I lay, 
His e all clotted with gore, 
In the paleneſs of death, ſeemed to ſay, 
Alas] we mußt newer meet more! ?“ 
Lei, yes, my belov'd! we muſt part; 
« The ſteel of my rival was true ing 
& The 2 has ſtrucł on that heart, "0 
«Which beats with ſuch fervor for you.” 


| 3 3 5 » Ire. 
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Ire. Why, to be ſure, tis a ſad thing to loſe Selim. 
He is a good youth. — And we women have, ſomehow, 
ſuch a pleaſure in looking at a good young man, 
when he happens to be very handſome!—Yet the Ba- 
ſhaw, bating his beard, is'nt ſo very ugly neither. Then, 
you know, he rolls in riches. 

Fati. He abuſes them, Irene. Wealth, when its pur- 
poſe is perverted, makes the peſſeſſor odious. When 
virtuous men have gold, they purchaſe their own happi- 
neſs, by making others happy :—Heap treaſure on the 
vicious, they ſtrengthen their injuſtice with the ſweet 
means of charity, and turn the poor man's bleſſing to a 
curſe. | 

Ire. Well now it's a great pity you happen'd to love 
Selim firſt. Who knows but the Baſhaw may turn out 
good to us, after all. See what fine clothes he has given 
us already. As i; | 

Fati. Alas, my ſiſter ! theſe gay trappings communi- 
cate no pleaſure to an aching heart. Le ie 

Ire. I wiſhithey ceuld ſee us in them, in our village, 
for all that. Then we are to have a fine feaſt to night, 
in honor of your nuptials, which are to take place to- 
morrow. | 2 ; | 


Enter. SHACABAC. 


_ " Shac. Madam, the Baſhaw waits to attend you to the 
„% c OS H9 ODP Sn. | 
Tre. There—the illuminated garden! I told you ſo. 
Fati. 1 attend him. Come, Fer. LSD FE, 
5 | | [ Exeunt Fatima and Irene. 
Shac. Poor ſoul! muſt ſhe be ſacrificed, too, to the 
Baſhaw's cruelty ! - His ſavage ſpirit ſettles all family 
diſputes with the edge of the ſcymetar. | 


A fond buſhand will, after a conjugal flrife, 
Kiſs, forgive, weep, and fall on the neck of his wife, 
But Abomelique's wife other conduct may dread— 
When he falls on her neck, tis to cut off ber head. 
How many there are, «when a wife plays the fool, 
Will argue the point with her calmly and cool ; 
he Baſhaw, who don't reliſh debates of this ſort, 
Cuts the woman, as well as the argument, ſport. 


Rut, 
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But, whatever her errors, tis mighty unfair 
Jo cut off her head, juſt as if "twere all hair; 
Frͤ or, this truth is maintain'd by pbiloſopbers ftill— 
_ That the hair grows again, but the head never will. 
And, among all the baſeſt, ſure he is moſt baſe, 
Who can view, then demoliſh, a woman's fweet face! 
Her ſmiles might the malice of devils diſarm; | 
And the devil take him whoa would offer her harm ! 


[ Exit. 


SCENE V. 


A Garden—brilliantly and faneifully illuminated—A 
Fountain playing in the middle of it—An elevated 
Sofa on one ſide, under a rich Canopy. 


A large company of Slaves. diſcouvered—ſome Dancers — 
others with Mufical Infiruments—T hey all appear as if 
preparing for an entertainment. 5 


BE DA 7s foremoſt among them. 
Enter TBRAHIM. 


bra. That's right! You poor abominable devils, 
who have the happineſs to be flaves to my ſon-in-law, 
that's right! Thrum your guittars, puff your trumpets, 
and blow your flutes, in honor of your new miſtreſs, my 
daughter. Come here you long winded dog! (to a flave 
. a trumpet)— Tell me who I am. | 
Slave. You are old Ibrahim. . 
bra. Old Ibrahim !—Thelſe ſlaves are remarkably 
free !—T am the father of the lady who is to be wife of 
the man who is the maſter of you.—What a fine thing it 
is to be father-in-law to Three Tails !—(Sees Beda) C, 
dear! there's a pretty black-eyed girl !—-Come here, and 
tell me your name. 2 2 | 
Beda. My name is Beda, ſo pleaſe you! | 
Ibra. Beda, is it ?=Why, you little devil, you're an 
angel. 12 . 2 | 
Beda. Oh no, Sir—l'm only one of the family. 
Ibra, Then give me a family kiſs.— 5 
. 4 | Beda. 
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Beda. Dear | if the Bathaw ſhould ſee you 

Ibra.. Then he'd {ſay you have a good taſte. Cheer 
up, little one:!—I rule the roaſt here.—It ſhan't go 
worſe with you that I have power, and you have charms. - 
It's amazing, when beauty pleads with a great man, how 
much quicker it riſes to promotion than ugly-faced me- 
rit.— (AI flouriſh of Mufic without) Silence! here comes 
the great Abomelique !—ſon-in-law to me, who am the fa- 
ther to the lady, who is to marry the man, that is maſter- 
to you !—Stand aſide !—be ready —ſtrain your throats, 
kick your heels, and ſhow obedience. | | 


ABOMELIQUE enters with FATIMA, IRENE aceompa- 


nying them—ABOMELIQUE and FATIMA feat them-- 
ſelves under the Canopy. | | 


A GRAND DANCE. 


CHORUS, 


| Lowuly woe bend in duty, 2 
ueen of the peaceful bowwers !* | 
We. bow to the footſteps of beauty : - 

And ſtreau ber path with flowers. - 
The meiloau flute is blowing, . | 
Bounce goes the tambourin ; 
Sweet harmony is flowing, © 
To-wwelcome beauty's queen. 


END or THE FIRST ACT» - 
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ACT II. 


SCENE I. 


A Wood. 
A * or SPAHIS (or Turkiſh A diſco | 
vered in ambuſh, 
5 GLEE. 


87 AND choſe Our comrade is not come: 
Ere this, he muſt be hovering near ;— 
Give him a ſignal we are here, 

* gently tapping on. the drum. 

' Rub, dub, dub. 


A comrades awrong'd revenge. ſhall work : 
Thus, till our projeci's ripe, we lurk ;— 
And flill, io mark that we are here, 
Yet not alarm the diſtant ear, 5 42 
With caution ever and anon, 5 
The drum aue gently tap upou-- 
Rub, dub, dub. 


| 8. 2 Selim tarries long... 
d Spa. Diſappointed leve is a heavy lug — he. 
i travels with it generally proceeds lowh . 
3d Spa. Not when the hope of redreſs. is pack'd up 
with his diſappointments : and revenge has long ſpurs to 
N a dull motion. Were you ever in love, comrade ? 
(To a ſullen rough looking companion.) 
4th Spa. ( very gruffly) I once knew the tender Aer 
3d Spa. Were you ſucceſsful when you adored? | 
4th Spa. Um! Why the chances were againſt me. 
zd Spa. How ſo? 
4th Spa. I ador'd eleven, and obtained but five. Twas 
hard, for 4 man who was ſo conſtant to em, 
rſt Spa. Well, we are all ſoldiers. War is the miſ- 
treſs I purſue, | 
2d Spa. You myſt take pains. to keep Gght of her, for 
you have loſt one * in her ſervice already. 4 
I 
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1ſt Spa. Wounds of honor, brother, form the warrior 
proudeſt epitaph. My loſs perhaps may live in ſtory. 

4th Spa. It muſt live in a blind ſtory, then, if it live 
at all, brother. | 

3d Spa. Come, no more of this. | 

xt Spa. Nay, let them proceed. They are only in 
ſport. My comrades know that the breath of a few ris 
bald jeſters cam never wither the laurels a ſoldier gains in 
protecting his country.—Look out! Here comes Selim! 


Enter SELIM. 


zd Spa. Well met. We have been a full hour at our 
poſt, here. Fo 12 

Sel. Vour pardon. The entanglements of the wood 
retarded my progreſs. | | 

3d Spa. Now, comrade !—the time's at hand when we- 
will redreſs you. Eta 8 

Sel. I know your zeal. A Spahi never permits à bro- 
ther's injuries to remain unrevenged. | 
4th Spa. We'll ſeize upon Blue Beard, and dry-ſhave- 
him with a two-edged ſcymetar. 5 

Sel. If it be expedient to attack the caſtle, be cautious, 
friends, in the proceedure. My Fatima, elſe, may fall in 
the confuſion. ; | | 

24 Spa. Fear not that=we'll crack the walls like a 
nut-ſhel], and extract your miſtreſs; ſafe and ſound, like 
the kernel. | | 5 "ODD 

4th Spa. Our horſes ſtand a few paces hence. Let us 
mount, and away ! a3; 10 EY | 

Sel. We will, my comrades. We have ſome diſtance 
yet to ride, ere we reach the domain of Abomelique,— - 
Prepare—T'll follow, inftantly.—Thanks for your aĩd. 

1ſt Spa. Nay, we want no thanks. Men are unworthy 
of tuccour in their on time of need, who will not be 
active to relieve the ſufferings of their fellews.— March, 
comrades! _ 5 [Exeunt Spahis. 

Sel. Now, fortune! ſmile upon a ſoldier's honeſt love, 
ſtruggling to reſcue injured virtue from oppreſſion. 


SONG.—8 ELI. 


Hear me, O fortune, hear me 
Thy aid, O let me prove! 
Now in this ſtruggle cheer me, 
And crown. the hopes of lo _ 
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Dien dice no more ſhall rewe! 
Tes, Tyrant, we ſhall meet; 
A foldier's fword ſhall level 
Opprelſion at = feet. LExit. 


enn 
An Apartment in Abomeliqu?s Caflle. 


Euter ABOMELIQUE, FATIMA, and SHACABAC. 


Abom. Yes, Fatima: buſineſs of import calls me for 
2 few hours I leave you. Soon as the ſun ſlopes through 
the azure vault of Heaven, to kiſs the mountain's tops 
and evening's lengthened ſhadows forerun the dew-drops 

„of the night, then look for my return. Then ſhall our 


marriage be accompliſhed. 


Fati. Alas !—if ever pity—— + 


Abom. Na more of this—off with this maiden coyneſs: 
And, in my abſence, be gay and jocund. This caſtle 
can . diverſion, lady. Rove freely through it. 
Here are the keys 
Shac. (involuntarily interrupting What, all the keys? 
Abom. Peace, flave! Inſpect the rich apartments, 
| Theſe open every door—This ſlave, here, ſhall conduct 
you—But, with them, take this caution 
Fati. A caution ! | 


Abom. Yes: this key, ſparkling with diamonds, 0 opens 
a door within the Blue Apartment. 

Sac. (/iehing) Oh! ; | 

Abom. That door, and that alone—is ſacred. Dare to 


open it, and the moſt dreadfyl puniſhment that — 
can utter will await you. 


(Here SHACABAC gives ABOMELIQUE a look of ſuppli- 


cation for Fatima, and is repelled by a ferocious frown 
From his Maſter.) 


It is the ſole reſtraint T ever ſhall impoſe. In all elſe 


u have ample ſcope. Merit my indulgence, and trem- 
ble to abuſe it. (Gives the keys.) 


Fati. I tremble now, to hear your words, and mark 
Four manner. 


* 


Sbac. 
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Shac. (aſide) So do I, I'm ſure! 

Fati. If this key be of ſuch import, twere beſt not 
truſt it to my keeping. 

Shac. Oh, much the beſt.— Pray take it again pray 
do! ( anxiouſly 7} 

Abom. Be IP No, F atima—a wife were un- 
worthy of my love, could I not confide in her diſcretion, 
—Prove I may truſt in your's impliculy.—Follow me, 


ſlave, to the caſtle gate—then haſten back to attend your : 
miſtreſs. 


Shac. Yes, — Pray then don't ſtir from here till I 


come, lady !—If the poor ſoul ſhould get to the Blue 


Chamber before I return, and= (afide.) 


Abom. Farewell, Fatima !—Come on. [Exit. 


 Shac. I come—Oh!—(frft loks at Fatima, then at his 
Maſter, between the anxiety for the one and terror of the 
other :—then exit after Abomelique.) 

Fati. What can this mean ?—His ferocious look, as 


| he pronounced the ſolemn charge, ſtruck horror through 
me !/— The countenance, too, of the trembling ſlave was 


mark'd with myltery ! 
Enter IRENE. © 


Ire. So, iter !—The Baſhaw is going, I hear, il the 
evening. — What are thoſe keys in your hand ? 


Fati. They open every door within the walls. Abo- 
melique has left them with me, that we may * 


through the caſtle. 
Ire. Well, now, that is very kind of him. 


Fati. I have no joy, now, Irene, in obſerving the idle 
glitter and luxury of wealth. 


Ire. Haven't you ?—but I have. We'll have a rare 
rummage !—T won't leave a ſingle nook nor corner un- 
examined. 

Fati. That muſt not be. There is one room we are 
forbidden to enter. | Pk | 

Ire. A forbidden room !—Dear, now, I had rather ſee 
that room than any other 1 in the caſtle! Did the Baſhaw 
forbid us ? 

Fati. Hedid ; and with an emphaſis ſo earneſt, a man- 


ner ſo impreſſive, that he has taught me a fatal conſe· | 


quence would wait on diſobedience. 
Ire. Mercy !—How LI long to ſee that room - Do. let 
me juſt look at the key. 5 
| ati 0 
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- Fati. Beware, Irene! (/hewing her the key. ) 
| Tre. Dear, there can be no harm in looking at a key. 
— What, is this it ?-Well, it is a monſtrous fine one, I 
4 declare! Dear F atima! how pretty it would be juſt to 
f take one peep ! 
i Fati. Tempt me not to a breach of faith, Irene. When 
we betray the confidence repoſed in us, to gratify our 
curjoſity, a crime is coupled to a failing, and we employ 
a vice to feed a weakneſs.—The door within the Blue 
Apartment muſt remain untouch'd. 
Ire. Well, I have done :—but we may ſee the reſt of 
the rooms, I ſuppoſe? 


Fati. If that can pleaſe you, ſiſter, I will accompany 
ou. — 
ö Ire. That's my good, kind Fatima —If I could but 
get her by degrees to this Blue Apartment! (A/ae) 
Come ;—we'll go and look over the caitle.—I ſaw ſome 
rich drefſes, in a wardrobe, at the end of the gallery, that 
would have ſuited ne nicely, in the dance laſt night. 


SONG. 


IRENE. 


Mowing to the melody of muſic's note, 
Obſerve the Turkiſh fair advance, 


Lightly as the goſſamer ſhe ſeems to float, 
Thro' mazes of the dance, 


 Sportive is the meaſure, ; 
7 hirilling is the pleaſure, | 
' While in merry glee, the ſexes j Join; 
Deeper bluſhing roſes 

Ev*ry cheek diſcloſes, 
1 Des with luſtre ſhine. 


- Moweng to the i Sc. 


1 hen the lover takes her glowing fond, 
Willi mauly grace and eaſe, 
Can the dancing female, then, withſland 
His gentle ſqueeze © 
- No—jhe gives him then ſo languiſhing a glance, 
Eroæxum tender, ſoft, and melting with the dance. 
Gupid, Cupid—God of hearts, 
 Dancng ſlarpens all your darts ! 
. Mowing to the melody, &c. 


— LIN rg 
n 


[Exeunt. 
E „ 
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SCENE III. 
Another Apartment in Abomelique's Caflle. 
Enter IBRAHIM, running after Baba. | 


'Ibra.' Come here you little ſkipping jade, and let me 
look at you! (Takes a; hold of her. )—Tell me now, don't 
you think you are very pretty ? | 

Beda. I am ſuch as nature made me, Sir. 

Pra. Nature has been very kind to you, huſſey! She 
has given you two black eyes. 

Beda. That wasn't fo very kind of her, Sir, 

Ibra. Don't you know I am made Major Domo? 

Beda. Ves — The Baſhaw has given you the command, 
it ſeems, over the ſlaves. | fe, 

Ibra. Then obey me. 

Beda. How, Sir? 

Ibra. How ?—Why—Shew me your teeth. 

Beda. My teeth? 8 5 

Ibra. Ves. —Giggle. (Beda laughs.)—O, Mahomet ! 
there's ivory—She has a handſomer mouth than an ele- 
phant !—Where were you born, child? 

Beda. In Conſtantinople, Sir. My poor mother was 
carried off with a plague, there. My father had it at 


the ſame time. 1 1 
Ibra. Did it kill him, then? 5 
Beda. No, Sir: —he was very bad with it: —but when 
my mother died | | 
I bra. Then your father got rid of his plague, 
Beda. Yes, Sir. | | | 
Ibra. I don't doubt it. And, how came you a ſlave? 
Beda. O, that's a very long ſtory. . 
Ibra. Don't tell it then. We've no need of long ſto- 
ries while there's opium in Turkey: — But I'll lighten 
the load of your bondage. | 5 
Beda. Will you, indeed, Sir? a | 
Ibra. Yes—lI am a true Turkift lover, and know all 
the amorous phraſeology of our country. You ſhall be 
the nutmeg of my affections, my all-ipice of delight. 
When I meet you in the grove of nightingales, let not 
our eyes be diidainfu] as the ſtag's.— There! Now, go 
and teil Muitaphato mend the hole the rat gnaw'd in my 


ſlipper 
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flipper laſt night, | in that damn'd cock - loft my ſon - in- 
law crams me into, by way of a bed- chamber. 

Beda. Am I to go now, Sir ? 

Ibra. Aye.—Stay ! give me a kiſs firſt.— What you - 
are loth to take it? 
Beda. O, Sir, we ſlaves muſt take any thing. 


(He kiſſes ber. 3 

Bra. Adieu! crown of my head! 
Beda. Good bye, Sir !—An old dotard ! ¶ Exir Beda. 
Ibra. My fortune's made! Abomelique marries my 
daughter to-night, and puts me. into power, becauſe he - 


can't help it. 
SONG. 


IBRAHIM. / 
Major Dome am I | 
Of this grand family ; 
My word thro the caſtle prevails: # 
I'm appointed the head 
That muſt keep up the dread, 
And the pomp, of my ſon-in-law's tails. 
| I ftrut as fine as any macaw, - 
Tl change for down my bed of flraw,' 
On perquiſites I lay my paw, 
1 pour wine, flily, down my ma vo, 
Ju good victuals in my craw. 
*Tis a very * thing to be father-in-law © 
, To o a very magnificent three-tail d —_— 


. 11. * 
The ſlaves, black and white, - 
Of each ſex, own my might ; 
'T command full three hundred and ten. 
The females PI kiſs, 
But it won't be amiſs 
Jo fright them, with thumping the men. 
1 * as fine, Sc. | 


a 


111. 
At the head of affairs, - | 
Turn me out, then, who dares. 2 05 
Let them prove the head pilfers ond Heals: 
No three-tail'd Baſhaw 54 
| Ricks bis father-in-law, 
Aud makes his head take to « his heels. 


1 Atrut as fine, Sc. {Exit Ibrahim. . 
TS = ck AX 
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| SCENE TV. 


The Blue 1 


FATIMA and TRENE are diſcovered on the Top o the 
Stair-caſe. 


Tati. I am tired, already, with the ſearch we have 
made, Irene. 

Ire. O, I could never he tired with ſuch fine things as 
we have ſeen !—Do, now, juſt come down the ſtair, and 
walk through this wing of the building. 

Fati. Well, I : 
Ire. Aye, now, that's a ſweet, good- natured fiſter !— 
(they deſcend the flair.)=Now here's a pretty room !— 

All furniſh'a with Blue, I ſee. 

Tati. With Blue!—tis the very chamber we were 
caution'd to avoid. Imprudent girl !—Whither have 
you led me? Haſte, haſte, Irene, and let us leave it in- 
ſtantly. 

Ire. Dear - where's the hurry ?—I'm ſure * tis a very 
pretty room: — Beſides, tis enly the door in this room, 
which leads to another, you know, that you were bid not 
to touch. | 

Tati. No matte: *Tis raſh to tarry. Our being here 
may excite ſuſpicion. 

Ire. Suſpicion !—Why, we have no bad purpoſe 
And even if we were to open the door—and there it 
ſtands, as if it ſeemed to invite the very key in your 
hand to come and unlock it—Why I ſee no ſuch great 
crime in the action. 

Fati. The'Baſhaw's charge, Irene 

Ire. Is a very ill-natured' one. And ſhould you diſ- 
obey him, we could keep our own counſel.— Then if no- 
body knows we have found out his ſecret, what have you 
to fear, while we continue mute as death? 

A Voice within. Death! (the women look at each her, 
and tremble.) ; | 

Fati. Did you hear nothing; Irene ? 

Ire. Yes—I—T—T thought I heard fomething that— 
Stay—O, it muſt be an echo theſe * old buildings 
Are full of them. 5 


Fatt. 
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\Fati. It had an awful ſound -A tone like that, they 
fay, will ſail upon the flagged wing of midnight, croſſing, 
the fear- ſtruck traveller upon the deſart, to give him 
token of a foul murder. | S 
(4 deep Groan is heard from the interior apartment.) 

O, Heaven have mercy !— What can this mean? 

Ire. I know not !—Tt ſeems the accent of diſtreſs—if 
ſo, it were humanity to ſuccour the wretched ſoul who 
breathes it. | | To . e 

Fati. Humanity alone, my ſiſter, could induce me to 
penetrate the myſtery this portal, here, incloſes. | 

Ire, No eye can ſee us! 1 


: 5 DUE T. 


FATIMA AND: IRENE. - 


All is huſt'd ! no footflep falls! 

And — reigns at, the avalls! 

The place invites ; the door is near 

The time is apt—the key is here. 7 
Say,:/hall we? Yes. Say, ſhall we? No“? 
What is it makes us tremble ſo! 576 


Miſchief is not our intent; 

Then wherefore fear we ſhould repent ? * 
Say, ſball aue? les. The door is near. 
Say, ſhall we? Yes. The key is bete. 


(At the end of the duet, FATiMA puts the Key in the. 

Door, which ſinks, and diſcovers the Interior Apart- 
ment, as at firſt repreſented. —The Inſcription over 
the Skeleton's head, is, now, | 


„ THE PUNISHMENT OF. CURIOSITY” 


The Blue Chamber undergoes. the fame. change, as in + 
the firſt inftance. The Women ſhriek, = run to 
each other, and hide their heads in each other's boſoms. 
At this moment SHACABAC appears at the top. of 
the ſtair-caſe: then runs down haſtily., As he de- 
ſcends, the Door riſes, and the Chamber reſumes its 
original appearance.) | end OTE 
Shac. (ſpeaking as deſcending) O,-tis- as I feared! —.- 

This comes of her not. waiting for me.—She knows the 

ſecret, and ſhe. dies !-O, lady ! what have you done? 
| i 1 Fati. 


i N 7 
9 » 
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%/ꝗõ pdf ons 
6 


, — 


Fati. Begone ! you knew of this. Your look, when 


late Abomelique left me, now is eee are an 
accomplice in this bloody buſineſs. 


Shac. I! 

Fati. My death, no doubt, is certain z— and, in you, | 
perhaps, I ſee my executioner. | 

Shac. How a man's tooks may belie him! This comes 
now, of my being ſuch an ugly dog !-—I would'nt hurt a 
hair of your head to be made a ſultan. : 

Fati. Prove it then, by ſaving us. 

Shac. How? ' 

Tre. Conduct us from the caſtle. 

Shac. Impoſhble the outward 95 are : cloſely 
guarded. - 

Fati. Nay, nay, you do not pity us. 

Shac. Not pity you !—Oh ! he muſt have a wank heart 


| to ſee a lovely woman in extremity and not try to ſofter 


her diſtreſs. —Stay !—Perhaps we may conceal the 
Where's the key - 

Tre. It fell upon the ground 8 

Shac. The ground Aye Here Perhaps we may 
be able to—(fating it up) Nay, then, wy rh is loſt ! 
— The key is broke! 

Fati. All is diſcover'd, then! 

Ire. Certain. O, Fatima! would the Baſhaw had any 
F el within his breaſt, and that fatal key could un- 
ock it! 

Shac. O, would he had! I'd ſtuff the key down his 
throat, as ſoon as he came home, to get at it | 
(The Horn of the caſtle gate is ſounded.) 

There! the Baſhaw return'd I—full ſix hours gh his 
time | | 

Ire. O Heaven! what are we to do? 

Fati. J am wrecklefs of the future. Perhaps *twere 


better J ſhould die |—Twill end a life which Rye 


nought but miſery, 
Ire. Die !—Oh, fifter ! (enbracing her. 3 : 
Shac. Do not weep ! do not weep iD m almoſt dif- 
tracted Hurry hence come, lady! meet him as if no- 
thing had happen'd—Collett your ſpirits.— Smooth your 
looks. — This way, now !—O ! if choaking can fave your 


life, my ſorrow for e vide fair to preſer ve it. Come, 


lady, come 1 . wi * up PW * 


SCENE. 
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SCENE V. 
Another Apartment in the Caſtle. 
Enter SHACABAC—looking behind him as be enters. 


Shac. J have left them on the top of the ſtair, that I 
may avoid obſervation. —lIf they get far enough from the 
Blue Chamber before inquiry is made for them, they may 
conceal the—— * : 4, 


Enter Hass Au. ( Sbacabac runs againſt bim.) 7 


Shac. Umph ! Who's that? 
Haſ. Haſſan, the black eunuch. 
Sac. Whither are you going?  _ 
Haſ. To ſeek the lady Fatima by the Baſhaw's order. 
Shac. Are you ?—If he meets them ſo near the fatal 
chamber, and mentions it to the Baſhaw, they are loſt— 
I muſt detain him. I Haſſan I fay, Haſſan 
How d*ye do, Haſſan? . | | | 
Haſ. I'm well, I thank you, Shacabac. 
Shac. Well, are you ?—Are you ſure you are well? 
Haſ. Very well. e „ 4 
Sac. Very well ?—Very well, I'm glad of it.—So am 
I, thank you, Haſſan—that is, I'm tolerable as the time 
gees.— But you had never the kindneſs: to aſk ne—me, 
vour fellow flave !—Pray, now, do aſk me—d 
that will take up a little time. (A/ide.) 
Haſ. Why then, How d'ye do, Shacabac ? 
Sbac. Very ill, indeed, Haſſan !—Only feel my pulſe. 
Count it *till it beats juft one hundred and twenty. 
Twice ſixty ſeconds will delay him about two minutes. 
BY i VVV 
Haſ. I don't know how to count, Shacabac. ( 4 5 ) 
Shac. Don't you? - Why not? "Gs 
Haſ. I can't rede. | 8 
Sac. That's a good reaſon.—T ſhould think, ere this 
they are far enough from the Blue Chamber to—A little 
longer to make all ſure. (a/ide. )—I have been thinking, 
Haflan, why you and I ſhould be of different colours. 
Haſ. Fortune has diſpoſed it ſo—ſhe has made me 
black, and you white ;—but don't let that mortify you. 


Shac. 


for 
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Shac, It ſhan't. But as you ſay, Haſſan, Fortune- 
will make men of different ſhades. —Fortune's chequer'd: - 
and ſhe chequers men alternately—black and white like 
the ſquares in the Baſhaw's cheſs-board.— When I think. 
how much fortune is chequer'd, I think—T think that— - 
I think I have almoſt kept you long enough for my pur- 
e aſide.) — What are the Baſhaw's orders to the 
ady Fatima? 7 Wy 
: Haſ. That he muſt attend her, inſtantly, in the gar- 

em. WE. AER 
: Shac. In the garden? — Was that the command, Haſ-- 
an ? f | 

Haſ. It was, Shacabac. | | 

Shac, Then I'Il tell you what, Haſſan—if ever the 
maſter of the ſlaves gave you a ſound drubbing for ſtay- 
ing ſo long on a meſſage, you'll get one now. 

Haſ. Why have you delayed me, then? | 

Shac, I !—you have delay'd me. You have a brain 
for buſineſs, Haſſan ;—but, whenever you meet any one 
in your way, you will ſtop and gabble.—That's your. 
fault - Away! . 

Haſ. I'll go find her. [Exit Haſ. 

Shac. And I'll to the garden, to watch her interview- 
with the Baſhaw: And weak as my means are, I'll catch 
at every ſtraw to preſerve her! [Exit. Shac. 


. 


* 


SckNE VI. 


A Garden In the back of which is a part of. Abome- 
lique's Caſtle—and a Draw bridge leading to the Caſ- 
tle Gate. A Corridor before the apartments on the- 
firſt ſtory. -A Door beneath it.— A Turret on the top 
of the Building overlooking the Country. | 


Enter ABOMELIQUE, and a SLAVE. 


Abom. Is Fatima inform'd I wait her preſence here? 
Slave, Haſſan by your command — She comes. 


9 Enter FATIuU x. Bn 
Abom. Leave us. Exit Slaue. 


w ns ; 8 T 8 . * * 


Fati. 
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Fati. (in apparent confuſion) This fpeedy return I—I 
look d not for. | 1 AV 
Abom. I bad accounts to ſettle with traders—mer-. 
chants from Gallipoli : But when worldly buſineſs draws 
men abroad who leave their hearts at home, then, Fa- 
tima, Love's wings give ſwiſtneſs to the leaden hours of 
dull negociation.; and the mercurial ſpirit of an ena- 
mour'd mind conſolidates a volume ere Commerce, doz- 
ing o'er his day-book, can plod a page. How have your 
hours paſs'd in my abſence?—Have you view'd the 
caſtle? 5 i | 911 
Far. I have, Sir, | E : 1 
Abom. Well, ſaw you aught worthy your inſpettion ? 
Fati. Worthy, Sir? 
Abom. Aye, worthy— There are fights here, perhaps, 
that common eyes ne er look'd upon. ; | 
Fati. There are, indeed ! LE 
Abonr. Now, pleaſe you, give me back the keys. 
Fati. They are here, (delivers them in great agitation.) 
Abom. How now ?—You tremble! _ 
, F#ati, Tremble, Sir !—"Why ſhould I? 
Abom. You beſt can anſwer that, Sometimes, lady, 
*twill betray guilt. : | | 
Fati- And know You, ther, no inftance where the 
guilty do not betray themſelves by trembling ? | 
Abom. Umph!—I comprehend not that. One key is 
panting! where is it? (Hernly.) 
Fati. I have it. | 
_ Give it me. SD 
ati. Be not impatient---'tis in m ket. - 

Abom. Produce it, TRY 3 
Fati. J ſhall—but, by mere accident, you ſee *tis 
broken. (gives it. 3 

Abom. Damnation! — Lady, this key is charm- fraught; 
forged in a ſulphureous cave, within whoſe blood- be- 
ſprinkled mouth nothing but witcheraft enters, to cele- 
brate her frantic revels. This ſpeaks a damning proof 
againſt you, and you die ! (draws his ſcymetar and bold 
it over her head. —She falls on ber knees.) | 

Fati. Oh, ſpare mc! ſpare me!—lIf ever I approach'd 
the door but to 1 © | 

Abom. No proteſtations! (going to ſtrike.) 

Flati. Beſeech you, hold !—Alas! if I muſt die, grant 
me ſome little time for preparation. | 


— 


Abom. 
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Abom. (after a ſhort pauſe) Well-—be it ſo. Yonder's 
your chamber, (pointing to an apartment within the corri- 
dor.) Thither inftantly « ſoon expect me there—then to 
expiate your crime by death. — Before me to the caſtle ! 
[Exit FaTiIMA through the door under the corridor, ABo- 

MELIQUE following with his drawn ſcymetar. 


Enter SHACABAC, on the oppoſite fide. 


Sbac. Allah preſerve her poor ſoul! But I fear the: 
goes to certain death !-—O that I were able to ſave her! 
Are there no means to This helliſh Abomelique- 
whips off women's heads as if they were a parcel of but- 
tons,—Let me liſten. | 


FATIMA comes from her apartment, W the corridor. 


Hiſt! lady! lady F atima ! 

Fati. O get you hence, good fellow ! Your anxiety. 
may. make you. a ſharer with me in the Baſhaw's reſent- 
ment. | 

Shac. Where ische? | 

Fat. I expect him inſtantly to aſcend the ſtair and ex- 
ecute his dreadful purpoſe. 

Sbac. O, Mahomet, holy Prophet if eyer you break 
a Baſhaw's neck over a ſtair- caſe, now's your time! 

Fati. Hark !—T bear him No. 


IRENE appears on the top of _e. turret. 


Ire. Siſter ! Siſter Fatima! . 

Fati. Irene! Is it you ?—O, ſiſter, 3 you well! L. 
die a cruel death !— 

Ire. My heart bleeds for you!“ 

Shac. So does mine, I'm ſure! 

Ire, Should travellers appear, I'll call to them to ſue - 
cour us. 

Abom. (calling from Fatima's apartment). Fatima! 

Fali. O, Heaven! he has entered the apartment! 

Abom. (without) Why Fatima! 

Shac. Tis he! (retires under the corridor.) 

Fati. One moment, I beſeech you! I have. * one. 
poor prayer to offer up to Heaven, and then I come. —Is 
e no help! | 


QUARTETT®O- 
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QUARTETTO. 


ABOMELIQUE, FATIMA, IRENE, AND SHACABAC, 


Fati. Look from the turret, fiſter dear! 
And ſee if ſuccour be not near.— 
O tell me what do you deſcry? 

Ire. Nothing but dreary land and fi. 


Fati. WS 1 
Ire. Alas! alas! then] you, "= die? 
Shac. | #* le, 
Abom. Prepare ! a bw” Ge") 
Fati. He calls! Look out again ! 


Look out, look out acroſs the plain 


| Ab me !—does nothing meet your eyes ? 
Ire. 


[ I ſee a cloud of duſt ariſe. 

Fati. FEE | ; 
Ire. | That cloud of duſt a hope ſupplies ! 
Shac. . | . 

Abom. No more delay! 

Fati. A moment ſlay !— 9 5 
| O, watch the travellers, my fifter dear 
Ire. 


PU wave my handkerchief, *twill draw them near, 
Shac. They'll ſee it ſpeedily, and burry here, | 
Abom. Prepare! 1 | 

Ire. I ſee them galloping, they're ſpurring on amain ! 
Shac. J Now, faſter galloping, they ſkim along the plain! 


Abom. No more delay! 


Fati. A moment ſtay! 

Fati. ) | 

Ire. 5 They come. 5 

Shac. J . | | . 1 
Abom. Prepare! | | 128 


Shae. . Now they diſmount l==They're at the gate! 
Abom. Pr epare ! 


(ABOMELIQUE, as they finiſh the Quartetto, ruſhes 
from the apartment upon the corridor, ſeizes FATIMA, 
and is upon the point of beheading her, when 8ELIM 
and his Companions having croſs'd the Draw-bridge, 
ſound the Horn loudly at the gate. —ABOMELIQUE, 


alarm'd at the Noiſe, retires haſtily, dragging FaTima 
Into the apartment.) Rs | RO 


2 5 They'll be too late! 


SHACABAC- 


3 Yo 
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(SHACABAC comes from under the corridor.) 


Shac. (to Selim, who ig on the draw-bridge) -You'll 


get no entrance there. 


Sel. Say, where is Fatima? | 

Shac. Trembting under the Baſhaw' s clutches. 

Sel. We force the gate, then. = 

Shac. *Tis impoſſible. Get round to the eaftern bat» 
tlement; we are weakeſt there, —Away ! and may ſucceſs 
attend you! 

Sel. To judge you from your conduct, you ſhould be a 
friend. What are you ? 

Shac. What every man ſhould be—a Friend to Virtue 
in diſtreſs wherever I meet it. Away, or you will be too 
late. HU 
Sel. Come, comes 1—be firm! fight luſtily. Quick 
march — (7 hey N 8 the bridge to quick martial 
muſic.) © py A 


SCENE VII. | 
tn Apartment i in the cli. 


1 


(Alarms, Shouts, &c.) 


Enter a BoD OF SLAVES. 


iſt Kier. We are attack*'d.—Up to the rampar ts. 
Where is Ibrahim, our leader? 
2d Slade. He's no where to be faund. - ü 
iſt Slave. We muſt begin without him, then—it 1s 


[Exrcun Slave. 
| (Shouts nn, a 


Enter IBRAnIN. | 


Weg. Mercy on me 1—1 quake in my cloacks like a 
cold jelly in a bag). They are battering the caſtle to 
e umluckieſt Muſſulman in all Turkey! 

ere's a e has ſtood wind and weather this 


age, 


N 
© Ja 
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age, and, the moment I pop my noſe into it, 11 begins 
P tumbling a about my ears [ Shouts, 


A cry of * To arms! To a arms ” 


To Arms ! O, dear !—T had much rather To Legs, if I 
knew which way to eſcape. Now ſhall I be expected to 
put' myſelf in the front of the ranks, becauſe I am Major 
Domo but if J do, I'll give them leave to mince the Ma- 
jor Domo for his ſon-in-law's ſupper. tie 


Enter 1ſt. SLAVE. | 


O, Mahomet! what' s that? 

it Slave. An enemy is on the walls. 

Era. Then, you cowardly raſcal, do you 89 and 
knock him into the ditch. 

1ſt Slave. We wait for you. You are appointed our 
leader—There is no diſcipline without you. We want a 
head. a 
bra. Do you 1 ſhall I, if I go with you. — on 
before Tell 'em to fight like fury z—and I'll be with 
them, to reward their valour, when its all over. Run 
that way, that leads into the action. T5 

iſt Slave. I will. | [Exit Slave. 

Ibra. And Fll run this way, that leads out of it. 


| 1. 
(Shouts, Alarm, &c.) 


WS... 


* 


SCENE LAST. 
Tue Tnfide of the Sepulchre. 


(The Inſcription over the Skeleton's head is now Twrs 
' SEPULCHRE "SHALL INCLOSE HER WHO MAY Ex- 
| DANGER THE LIFE OF ABOMELIQUE.” 


The Shouts and Alarms continue. J): 


Enter ABSUELIQUE with his e dravundragging | 
in FATIMA. 


bo. On every ſide it rages: the ſlaves give way. 
You. — are in my power. 8280 forcereſs, have led me 
D to 7 — 
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| | to the toil! Your death will extricate me Meet it then 
A here—nere, in the ſepulchre which you have violated. 

Fati. Nay, take me hence—let me not periſh in this 
abode of horror ! FP 


Abom. Thy prayers are vain.— 


9 


(As he raiſes his ſcymetar to ſtrike, a near Attack is 
heard, and a violent Craſh in the building: -Part of 
the Wall, in the back of the ſepulchre, towards the roof, 
is beaten down, and SELIM appears in the Aperture.) 


Tati. Oh, Selim! 


. Abom. Raſh fool! I know thee and thy purpoſe. Thy 
preſence, now, ſwells the full tide of my reſentment, and 
gives a higher zeſt to vengeance. Know the decrees of 

_ deſtiny, and curſe thy weakneſs which would counteract 
it.—“ This Sepulchre ſhall incloſe Her who ſhall endan- 
ger the Life of Abomelique.** This wretch, here, has 
endanger'd it— This ſepulchre incloſes her, and 

Sel. But not in death—tyrant, thy hell- born ſpells 
promiſe not that. | | oh 

Abom. Does my fate juggle with me, then !—Hold! 
— No, yon dagger is my ſafe guard (pointing to the taliſ- 
man) till mortal hands can reach it, Weak boy! De- 
ſpair, and lee her die. | 

Fati. While Selim lives—ſo near me too—my life is 
precious, and I ſtruggle to preſerve it. 2 


| 
| 
0 
| 
: t | | Sel. Hold, ruffian! hold thy arm! 


(She ſtruggles with ABOMELIQUE, who attempts to kill 
her ;—and, in the ſtruggle, ſnatches the Dagger from 
the pedeſtal of the Skeleton. —The Skeleton riſes on 
his feet—lifts his atm which holds the Dart, and keeps 
8 it ſuſpended. At that inſtant the entire Wall of the 
fepulchre falls to pieces, and admits SELIM to the 
ground, —Behind, among fragments of the building, 
a body of SeAnis is difcoyered, on foot, with Abome- 
lique's Slaves under their Sabres, in poſtures of ſub- 
miſſion, and farther back is ſeen a large Troop of 
- Horſe—The neighbouring Country terminates the 


view.) 


* 


SELIM 
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.- Skin advances towards AzonELIQUE: 


Sel. Now, turn hes hither ! 


Abom. Baffled !—I ſtall have mortal means, 404 die I 
uſe them. 


(SELIM kad ABOMELIQUE fight with ſeymetars—During | 
the combat, enter IRENE and ShacaBAC.— After a 
hard conteſt, SELIM overthrows ABOMELIQUE at the 
foot of the Skeleton.— The Skeleton inſtantly plunges 
the Dart, which hg has held ſuſpended, into the breaſt of 
ABOMELIQUE, and ſinks with him beneath the earth, 
A volume of Flame ariſes, and the earth cloſes.) 


in and FATIMA embrace, . 5 
2 


Shac. N — ever the Bae was in fit company, - 
he has got into it now. 


Fati. Oh Selim! 8 1 

Sel. Thus ſafe, at laſt, I claſp thee! | "hs 

Ire. Joy, joy, my ſiſter! we have conquer'd. 

Fati. Where is my father? 

Shac. Hid in the duſt-hole—when the noiſe is over, we 
may chance to get fight of him. 

Sel. All ſhall be explain'd: Our marriage now, my 
Fatima, may meet his ſantion—And you, my honeſt 


fellow, muſt not go unrewarded (10 Shacabac.)---Thanks 
my brave comr rades !: — 


SPAHIS and SLAYKS come forward. WW 


We are viftors---and in the countenance, kere, of every 
flave I ſee a ſmile impreſt, which * joy, in having 
loſt a tyrant. 
Slaves. Thanks to our deliverer ! | 
Sel. Come, Fatima, let us away from from this rude bs 
ſcene of horror : ---and bleſs the Providence which nerves 
the arm of Virtue to humble Vice and Oppreſſion. 


* 


| CHORUS, 


5 


BLUE BEA RD. 


'* © CHORDS. 


Monſters of bell and noxious mi ight, 
Howl your ſongs of wild delight, © 


To your Soy, caves deſcending, 


His career 0 


mu der ending, * 
Now the tyraat I ſpirit faess 
Bathed in a 5 | 

Of guilty blood, 
He dies ! he dies! 


' How great is the tranſport, the joy _ complete, 
Men, raiſed from deſpair, thus love's * meet ! 


- Sweet the delight that lo vers prove ! 


Saueel, when fortune, tir d of fro: ꝛoning, R 


2 comes, with pleaſure crownng, 


7 love. 
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